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I rejoined Neville Lytton and when we had left the Headquarters he
asked me what was the subject of our conversation.
"I'm very sorry," I said, "but I am pledged to secrecy/*
"But my dear fellow," answered Lytton, "I am your superior officer.
I have a right to ask you."
I kept mum. These conversations seemed to show that the Govern-
ment and our Supreme Command were thinking of the possibility of a
negotiated peace, after so much slaughter, and mutinies in the French
Army. They had more knowledge than I had about German strength
and the reserves of our man-power. I only knew that I would have
thanked God at that time for any kind of peace which would stop the
slaughter of our young men, provided the Germans would clear out of
Belgium and France and get back to their own frontiers. That for them
would be defeat. That for us would be victory enough. What was the
use of a victory, I thought, which would be over the graves of our
noblest and best? The German soldiers called this war the "Great
Swindle". They had more sense of comradeship with our own men, who
were killing them and whom they killed, than with their war lords and
generals. In the first Christmas of the war they had come out into No
Man's Land, fraternising with our men as ours with them, until both
sides were sternly ordered back. But supposing they had not obeyed the
order? Supposing all along the lines men had met each other in No
Man's Land and said: "This killing of each other is senseless. Let's stop
it. Let's all go home." It might have stopped war for ever in Europe
and created a new comradeship across the frontiers. Now after this
second World War, and all the cruelties and atrocities of Nazi-trained
thugs, no such ideas are within bounds of ordinary imagination,
but in the first World War it was still possible to believe that the
mass of German people were human like ourselves, that their men
could be our friends as well as our enemies, and that they might revolt
against the militarism of their war lords and establish a comradeship
with us.
But the military caste, and the Junkers, and the German Foreign
Office, and Big Industry, would have seen to it that no such ideas would
prevail, and would have crushed such a revolution from below with
bloody ruthlessness, unless they had been overwhelmed by it and
strung up to the lamp-posts. But the Germans have no genius for
revolution, and prefer obedience, and order, and authority, even if it
leads to their doom, as now it has.